APPENDIX VI

THE WATER-SELLER1
BY U PON NYA

SCENE 1
OUTSIDE THE CITY

Tlie orcliestra is playing when the PRINCE enters, walks up and
down for some time, and sits down at one corner of the stage.
The orchestra stops, and a strong-looking man, clad in coarse
and dirty clothes > enters with two water jugs strung on a pole on
his shoulder. He is a water-seller.

MAN. Oh, how difficult it is in this towered and many-roomed
abode of human beings to get the food one needs. One does not
realize the depths of one's stomach until one tries to fill it with a
limited amount of food. However, when I can get some red, some
black, or some broken rice, I swallow it, I wash it down with vege-
table soup. And, lads, life seems wrorth living then, and I glory in
my manhood. Aha, sometimes I can afford to buy some little fresh
fish even, and then my mouth soars towards the sky. Yes, but with
all my incessant selling of water, I can fill the stream of my stomach
with such good meals only three times a month, at the most. For
this great self, silver and copper do not exist; at least, I am blind to
them. My poverty is as complete as a fire. Come, I am a man, and
I must not lose heart. I must be content with the place in life
assigned by my luck, for it will certainly lead me along the path of
prosperity and greatness. I once saw a blind cock win a fight because
of his luck, and the whole audience roared with delight and admira-
tion. If luck wills it, and I hit the target of good fortune, I shall be
clothed in gold. Well, well, I must hurry before the sun rises and
makes me hot. I must sell my sweet water, so that there can be
enough rice for my stomach. My lord of the golden and diamond
orchestra, help me on my rounds,

1 This play has been considered on pp 81-6.